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Summary: 


Taylor Swift inspired Perpollo drabbles, because I am predictable and 
repetitive (and perhaps a little boring). 


Relationships: Apollo/Percy Jackson 
Comments: 30 

Kudos: 50 

Collections: The Temple of Apollo Fic Collection 


1. "Takes one to know one." 


"Do they know?" 


Percy looks up from his homework, and pulls a single earbud out of his ear. 
Apollo is sipping his awful sugar rush coffee and looking out the fire escape 
of Percy's childhood apartment, and this isn't an odd picture, when Percy's 
visiting New York, not at all. 


But there's something sharp in Apollo's eyes as he looks at the pale winter 
sky, and Percy sighs. "Does who knows what?" 


"Oh, you know," Apollo smiles against the rim his coffee cup, and Percy 
rolls his eyes when a wink is directed his way. "Do your family and friends 
know about your dirty little secret?" 


"Which one?" Percy asks with a snort, and it's the right answer, because 
Apollo's eyes light up golden and he turns towards Percy, licking whipped 
cream off his lips. "The god in my bed, or the scars, or the trauma—" 


"All of it," Apollo replies, walking towards him. He settles on the bed and 
leans back on his hands, the sunlight hitting him at just the right angle that 
Percy's fingers twitch, hungry to trace that sharp jawline, that perfect 
cupid's bow of his lips. "None of it. But, particularly, that you're a liar." 


"Takes one to know one, asshole," Percy takes a pillow and throws it at 
Apollo, who doesn't try to avoid it but moves his coffee out of the line of 
fire. "I'm not lying. Just omitting the truth." 


"Hm," Apollo hums, nodding. He takes one last sip of his coffee and then 
leaves it on Percy's nightstand, before settling next to him on the bed, 
wrapping an arm around his shoulders and bringing him to whisper in his 
unoccupied ear. "And who taught you how to do that, I wonder?" 


Percy sighs again, but he must admit he's charmed. "Life." 


"Life," Apollo repeats, smiling, somehow hearing what Percy isn't saying. 
"Takes one to know one, indeed." 


2. "I tried to pick my battles until the battle picked me." 


Percy swings his legs over the pier, toes brushing the water, and leans back 
on his hands. "How do you think I'll die?" 


Apollo breaks a string on his ukulele, and turns towards Percy with such a 
bewildered expression that he laughs, short and low, but it's a laugh. Apollo 
shakes his head in exasperation at him and then looks out at the water. 


"You'll die at the ripe age of a hundred-and-seven," Apollo says, to which 
Percy snorts. "In your sleep, with no medical complications. Your body will 
be found in the morning by your family, and it'll all be extremely sad. End 
of story." 


"That's so unrealistic," Percy shakes his head, elbowing him. Apollo doesn't 
look amused, but he is charmed, judging by the helpless look in his eyes. "I 
think I'm gonna slip in the bathroom and hit my head and I won't be found 
for a week." 


"Percy!" Apollo exclaims, scandalized. Then he pauses. "Will you be 
naked?" 


"Oh my gods," Percy lets out, running a hand over his face because Apollo 
has a one track mind and he has no idea how he does it. "No, dude, I mean 
—TI guess I could be?" 


"TI still don't support it," Apollo shakes his head again, and looks down at 
his ukulele with a sigh. His expression grows serious, and when their eyes 
meet again Percy's breath catches. "Percy, I don't like thinking about that." 


Percy stares at him for a moment, and the out at the water like he was doing 
before. "Sorry, it's just... all my life, I've tried to pick my battles, but they all 
picked me instead. I can't help but wonder if that's how I'll go, in the end." 


Apollo doesn't say anything for long enough for Percy to be concerned that 
he's mad, or concerned, but when Percy looks at him again his expression 
speaks of what could only be called preemptive grief. 


The realization hits him like a truck. "You already know how I'll die, don't 
you?" 


Apollo looks away. "Who knows." 


3. "Did I deserve all the hell you gave me?" 


The day Apollo decides to walk away, Percy accepts it with a clear head, 
cruel words, and takes the ones Apollo has for him without flinching. He'd 
been preparing for this since day one, after all. There wasn't such a thing as 
a happy ending. There wasn't such a thing as a faithful god. 


But there's something haunting them both and he's not surprised when 
Apollo slides next to him at the bar and sets a cocktail between them. "For 
you." 


Percy takes it. He knows better than to argue. "We're not friends." 


"And we're not lovers," Apollo agrees. "How does that song go? We're just 
Strangers?" 


"Sure," Percy shrugs, because he has no idea what he means. "What are you 
doing here?" 


"It's a nightclub, Percy," Apollo snorts. His voice lacks the warmth it used 
to have when he told Percy he loved him, and he's glad there's that, at least. 
He's glad he pushed him away enough for this to be the result. "Unless my 
eyes deceive me and I've actually walked into your home?" 


"Keep that tone to yourself," Percy rolls his eyes, but there's no bite to it. 
These days, whenever he thinks of Apollo, he just feels ten years older than 
he actually is, thirty-seven instead of twenty-seven. "Why are you talking to 
me, specifically, then?" 


"Because I love you," Apollo says, and Percy takes a deep, exasperated 
breath, but he gets it, he does. And he kinda hates that. "And I've been 
wondering, you know." 


"About?" Percy asks against his best judgement. 


"Did we deserve that?" Apollo muses, leaning closer to him. His body heat 
seeps into Percy's skin and he welcomes it because it's familiar. But he 


doesn't fool himself into wanting it. "All that hell we put each other 
through? I always thought we would end on better terms." 


Percy tightens his grip around his glass and shrugs. "I don't know. It was an 
intense moment. But I always knew it'd be like nothing I've ever felt 
before." 


"Why?" Apollo asks. 


Percy looks him in the eye and sips his drink. Once he's done swallowing, 
Percy lets out a short, humorless laugh, and has to concede that Apollo is no 
loser. He doesn't think it's possible for him to be. 


"Well, we ruined each other, didn't we?" He says, and watches Apollo's eyes 
flash with understanding. "And yet, even knowing that... I love you." 


Apollo nods, but he doesn't try to make a move, despite the confession. 
"How curious." 


4. "For you I would ruin myself, a million little times." 


"Here's the thing," Apollo talks, loud and shameless and bright, gathering 
the attention of the whole table, gesturing with his hands. Percy has no idea 
what he's talking about but he has to pretend he doesn't notice that he's 
talking at all, even though the whole restaurant is enraptured. 


Percy takes a long sip of his wine and wraps his arm around Piper's 
shoulders. She's talking to Annabeth about something, and similarly to 
Apollo, she has all their table caught in her snare. Percy also doesn't know 
what she's talking about, and he won't pretend to. 


"IT need to use the bathroom," he calls, and barely gets acknowledged by 
anyone other than his fiance, who raises a playful eyebrow at him and 
gestures at his wine, clearly pointing out that he's been having more than 
usual. Annabeth looks beautiful tonight, really, and her concern makes him 
feel warm inside, but his mind is elsewhere. 


He doesn't go to the restaurant bathroom. Instead, Percy waits until he's out 
of sight of their table and walks the long way around to the other restaurant 
exit and heads right for one of the hotel bathrooms instead. Not the closest 
one, no, but the one three floors above them, just in case. 


Really, whose idea was it to have this many dinners before the wedding? He 
thinks it was him, but he doesn't want to admit that, because then he'd have 
to be honest with himself and admit he isn't surprised when he walks into 
the bathroom and Apollo automatically locks the door behind him. 


"We have to stop meeting like this," Apollo says, and Percy shakes his 
head, rolling his eyes as Apollo wraps him up in his arms and presses a kiss 
against his lips. "Truly, these accidents just keep happening." 


"Don't be an asshole," Percy sighs, and then goes on his tiptoes to kiss him 
again. Apollo isn't wearing his usual cologne, and his characteristic scent of 
cloves is muted, and Percy knows that it's because he doesn't want anyone 
to ask questions. 


They hug. They do nothing more than that, just standing in the hotel 
bathroom, holding each other. It's often like this; a collection of little 
puzzles of stolen time, stolen kisses, stolen moments. 


Percy has stopped questioning why he needs this. Why he's doing this. 
Apollo pushed his buttons just right and Percy is tired of questions. Tired of 
answers. There's just this, innocent and warm. 


"Some would say I've ruined you," Apollo told him once, running his 
fingers through Percy's hair. "But I think they got it backwards." 


"If what you did what ruin me," Percy joked. "I think I'd willingly do that to 
myself again." 


Apollo laughed, and Percy tried to think of how much of a lie this all was. 


Time's ticking. It'll be over soon. But for now, there's a hotel bathroom, and 
Apollo's arms, and peace. 


5. "It's hard to be anywhere these days when all I want is you." 


"Is it normal to love someone so much you can barely think?" 
Piper looks up from her salad with wide eyes. "Dude. The fuck?" 


Percy sits down in front of her, rubbing his eyes with his fingers, trying to 
find a way to explain this without making it sound like he just enchanted or 
something like that. 


"Ok," he starts. "You know how I'm dating Apollo." 


"Uh-huh," Piper nods, frowning. "You've been doing this for a while, so I 
don't know why you're—" 


"Just listen," Percy cuts in. Piper reluctantly has a bite of her salad, side-eye 
the exit like she might need to run away from Percy's insanity. "I can't—I 
can't be anywhere without him. I swear." 


Piper stares like she's waiting for the rest of the explanation. When it 
doesn't come, she sighs. "Percy, buddy, when was the last time you guys 
had sex?" 


"Piper!" Percy exclaims, blushing. "This is serious!" 


"It just sounds like you're disgusting attached," Piper shrugs, having more 
of her salad. "Like, dude, talk about lovey-dovey." 


"You're not helping me," Percy whines, burying his face in his hands. "I 
haven't seen Apollo for two weeks and I'm fucking dying." 


"Aha!" Piper points her fork at him. Percy glares. "Just have sex with him 
when he's back, dude. Go on a date. Make it romantic. This is separation 
anxiety. Which, I don't blame you, he's a god, so—" 


"Not helping," Percy shakes his head. "Really not helping." 


Piper opens her mouth, but a shadow settles over him and she looks up. Her 
eyes light up, and she hurriedly starts picking up her stuff, packing her 
salad. She's standing within seconds, still chewing her last bite, and waves 
at him as she walks away. 


"Bye Percy!" She calls. "Bye Apollo!" 

Huh. 

Percy turns, looking up at golden hair and twinkling blue eyes with his 
mouth open. Apollo leans down to press a kiss against his forehead. "What's 
this I hear about separation anxiety." 


"Uh." Percy lets out. "It's just hard to be anywhere without you around." 


"Is that so?" Apollo asks, humming, and then sits on Piper's former seat. 
Holding Percy's hand, he winks. "Guess I'll just have to fix that." 


6. "Everybody wonders what it would be like to love you." 


Percy's tired of hearing it. 


"He's so hot!" A Venus girl babbles to his right, talking excitedly with 
another girl who's either her sister or some other kind of relative, because 
they look so similar it kinda hurts his eyes. "Gods, with hands that big, I 
don't think he'd had an issue finding—" 


"Stop!" The girls she's speaking with giggles, her face red, scandalized but 
clearly enjoying it. "We're in public! He could hear us." 


"T hope he hears us," Venus girl says. "Maybe he'll come over here and take 
us home." 


"You're using this us very generously—" 
"Oh, admit it, he's hot enough you'd get into bed with even my mom—" 


Percy stands up from his seat, letting it rattle against the floor in the most 
obnoxious way possible. Every eye in the library, that was fixated on 
Apollo casually browsing through books, turns towards him, and a hush 
befalls them all. 


He heads right towards where Apollo is standing in front of a bookshelf. 
The bastard doesn't look up from his book, but he's smirking even as he 
reads the pages. He ignores him so determinedly that Percy has to clear his 
throat. 


Apollo raises an eyebrow at him. "Yes?" 


"Leave," Percy deadpans. Someone in the library gasps and Percy's eye 
twitches. "You're distracting everyone." 


"Really?" Apollo looks around, to which everyone who was staring ducks 
their heads. He pretends not to notice and looks back at Percy. "My, Percy, I 
don't see what you mean." 


"T will kill you." 


"I don't doubt it," Apollo winks, closing his book and returning it to the 
shelf. He looks Percy up and down. "Maybe the one getting distracted by 
me is just you, darling." 


Apollo walks away, to the sound of at least a dozen disappointed sighs. 
Percy stares after his back. 


He hates that he's right. 


7. "In my defense, I have none." 


"T love you." 
Percy stares up at the ceiling. "And how do you justify that?" 
"T don't know." 


"I love you too, for the record," Percy clarifies, running his fingers through 
Apollo's hair. "But I get the feeling that's not enough." 


"It is," Apollo refutes. "And it isn't, at the same time." 


"You want to be everything I breathe," Percy says, putting what Apollo 
doesn't dare say into words. "Everything I am and I'm not, you want me to 
give it to you, leave up to you to decide." 


"Yes." 

"You can't have that." 

"T know." 

"How can you be okay with this?" Percy asks with a sigh. 


"T don't have a defense," Apollo hums. "I just have to deal with it. You can't 
have everything you want." 


Percy breathes in and out, cloves and vanilla. "No. You can't." 


